SCENES .FROM  LIFE  IN  THE  SAHARA.               235

curly wool, and badly fitted to these legs, and you will form an
idea of these innocent, gawky little animals staring at you with
big round black eyes. When they crouch, lying on their legs
folded under them, they only need to be set up on parchment
bellows to make a perfect representation of the child's toy ani-
mal, with which we are all familiar. The keepers, with their
families, were pulling up the stakes to which they had fastened
ropes to hold down the edges of their tents, pitched for the
night. The pack-camels were being laden with provisions for
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a long day's journey, and the women were busy arranging their
own palanquins in which they were to travel. There was noth-
ing in this scene to recall European civilization^ except, perhaps,
a red handkerchief of, familiar pattern and some printed calico;
yet these had partaken so much of the pervading Bedouin brown
that they were scarcely noticeable; all the rest was as primitive
as in the days of Abraham. Ruths, Rebeccas, and Hagars ar-
ranged the howdahs on their camels, displaying shoulders and